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About the title: Bai 
Just as the Bell Tower at Tyler Junior College chimes on the quarter hour to mark the passage of JF 
time, it reminds students of the harmony which surrounds them in their educational pursuits. csi 
Music, dance, theatre, art, athletics, and academics blend to make Tyler Junior College a beacon * | 
to the community, the state, and the world at large. As the echoes of the chords filter through 
the oaks, their vibrations tremble far beyond the confines of the brick archways and winding 4 
walks where students gather. Tyler Junior College is a lofty tower of educational opportunity for — > 
students who have come from all parts of the world. The Bell Tower Arts Journal proudly hails | 
the accomplishments of its hallowed halls and beckons those who would seek both its traditions 
and the promise of tomorrow. 

~Judith Bateman, 2006 






Editorial Policy: 
The Bell Tower Arts Journal is sponsored by the Psi Gamma Chapter of Sigma Kappa Delta, 
the National English Honor Society. We accept submissions of poetry, short fiction, non- 
fiction essays, photography, and fine and graphic art by current Tyler Junior College students. 
We accept submissions for consideration only during the fall semester each year for possible 
publication in the subsequent spring semester. The Bell Tower Arts Journal is entirely student 
generated and seeks to provide a publishing venue for the rich artistic expression of TJC 
students. 
















Our goal is to create a publication that is a high quality, content-rich source of literary and 
artistic expression on a wide range of topics and themes. Therefore, we seek unique, insightful 
work displaying vivid, lively language and artistic skill. 


All submissions must be the original work of the student writer or artist who submits it for 
consideration or publication. We do not accept previously published or plagiarized work. 
Every attempt is made by the editor to assure originality. All literary pieces will be submitted 
to turnitin.com for an originality report. However, it is ultimately the responsibility of each 
student to submit only his or her own literary and artistic work. 





Moreover, while we strongly support intellectual freedom as the right of every individual from 
all points of view, we do not accept work deemed pornographic, profane, exploitative, or that 
seeks to cause injury to an individual or group. 





Tyler Junior College gives equal consideration to all applicants for admission, employment and 
participation in its programs and activities without regard to race, creed, color, national origin, 
gender, age, marital status, disability or veteran status. 
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You want to know who | am? 

Find pieces of me in the rhythm of a heartbeat: 
Some pieces shackled in sync with a chain gang, 
In the sultry jazz tune of a piano, 

_ Music without words 
Understand my mood. 

The tears of Aeschylus nurture my mind as I ingest 
fragmented thoughts of Heraclitus. 
Find me in the shadows: 

In low and dark places with Lord Byron 
Where heroes rise from obscurity. 
Look for me in empty places, 

In between the lines, 

Kissing the world with love, 
Walking and living poetic blues 
Laced with blood. 
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We Are 


Too skinny. Too big. 

Too short. Too tall. 

Not pretty enough. Too pretty. 
Not girlish enough. Too boyish. 
Too fair. Not fair enough. 

. Too mouthy. Too shy. 

Too miserable. Too happy. 
Never enough. 































To be enough is never enough. 

There is always someone better with whom you and I strive— 
Someone, in the end, who still won't be. 

Many years spent pretending, 

That sense of the ‘real me’ will never be. 

So who are we? 


Anonymous. Unapologetic. Intolerable. 
Ever Curious. Clumsy. Arrogant. 
Flawed. Flawless. Fearful. Brave. 
Religious. Sinful. Loving. Mortal. 
Never enough. 


On and on twists the cycle, 

A perpetual skirmish, perfection and human. 
Never easy to be someone of worth— 

You and I spend most our lives in knowledge; 
Still, nothing we know, 

Learning and learning so we can forget. 








Off, off, they demand: 
Off, off, off to make yourself. 
As if you aren't already someone of worth? 
ee as That’s perfection for you— 
: Imperfection at its finest. 


You'll see, in ten, twenty, thirty a time, i 
Perfection, only a game, : 
A Pawn to your Knight. | 
You could have checked at any tim 
But you don't, I don't, because a | 
A King we will never be. _ 











































Let it lift you 
As it sets you back down on the ground again; 
Let it carry you 
As if you've never touched Earth’s surface before. 
It’s beating, screaming, maybe singing: 
It is giving you a purpose; it’s making you search for life. 
Youre feeling, youre believing, 
Youre lifted now. 
You've asked never to be set back down— 
You want life to be filled with crazy sounds : 
You want to fly; you want to feel the sky: os ‘y 
You let it. = 4 3 


bs 
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look at me 
like you're afraid 
of what you might feel. 


while you can 
or stick it out to the end 
if that’s what you wish. 





Pl stay 
because I’m utterly 
tired of running. 





in this town 
of constant repetition 
only one thing is for certain: 








Blissful 
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Iam Africa: 
The continent with kinky hair, brown eyes, and melanin so accentuated it glows. 
I think I live in the deepest of jungles and can walk on trees, or that could be just your desired 


imagination. 


My residents perhaps live in bricked houses, tiled with the whitest, and swept with the cleanest. 
Grown seeds cooked by cooks and garments washed by ladies, 
Non-materialistic and benevolent babies. 


The calculated pavement you walk on is more heated than the non-gravel thick sand that falls on 
my shoes. 

Flown with marvelously spoken tongues learned with no bemuse, 

Thoroughly spread representing and reminding me of my roots, 

Giving me utter joy knowing I'll always be the one they choose. 


Or is that too ridiculous for your news? 
My heart beats with the thickest of drums, conjoined with the mbalax dancing of my child's 
words as all she asks is for you to explore the world that already knows yours. 


The motherland of her mother's land, who raised her from the foot of humility to the peak of 
confidence. 

This, my dear, could be a showcase of expression and a list of my features that is hidden from 

You, but we both know that you can just change the channel. 


As our eyes have never been covered, hands tied, and legs chained, 
Never caned to Tony from Kunta Kinte, 

Bothered about the roots of gumbo and jambalaya, 

The citations of Bantu knots or jazz. 


But then, again you can't be put to blame, 
For the ion youre > given, hee you one 
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Ascending in tune 
With you amongst the star...rr...rrr...s, 
Midway to Mars, 
The Galactic Bard. 
It is you my love: 
My heart hurts for you; 
You are my love. 
My heart longs to commune with you: 
Iam not the same person I once was. 

The albatross of pride has brought me to my knees; 
My heart has mutated from what it once was. 
The old me was cast into the sea 
With concrete shoes. 

I ate, slept, and drank the blues— 

Eyes blinded and so confused, 

But God's mercy and grace sustains, 
Changing a implosive mind that asked for death, 
Healing a cold-blooded heart that had nothing left. 

Prometheus rises . 
From the bottomless below, : ‘ \" 
Grateful for life and I will show . 
In all my mishmash and imperfections 
That my light will show and grow and glow— 
Iam God's blessing. 
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Soft, delicate flowers 
Amongst the little cottage, 
Vivid details of dark reds 


Everywhere in sight. 


Minutes of life go by, 


Even the animals know. 


Believe in me and be 

Eager to live in life, 

For sometimes life escapes us 
Or stays to haunt us. 

Rain or shine, 


Eventually Death will come. 


It will come. 
Time is fleeting, 


Sacrificing is all that’s left. 


Too soon, 
Oh, too soon, 


Or maybe too long. 


Later in the evening 
At Time’s weakest moment, 


Time is oh, so fleeting and, 


Every flower will die 
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The smell of a sandwich—it is the smell of an industry. And that industry provides our sustenance. 
It keeps us happy; it keeps us full; it keeps us happy to be full. 


It is an industry that has given us the divine crinkle of paper and aluminum foil wrappings—a gracious 


bestowal of synthetic packaging only worthy to hold an even more synthetic product. 


And that product fills us. It grasps our senses and distills us. 


Oh, the joy a plain bag of Lay’s® can bring the sights. One featuring the picture of a perfect golden 
chip—a combination of groundbreaking innovation in powerful pesticides and an impressive means of 


manipulating local farmers. This can all be found on the back in the form of a brief, but wonderful, life 





story on the homegrown integrity of the company brand. 


Then comes that first bite of a BLT, seemingly too good for our overfilled palates to find the words or 
room to describe. But it doesn’t matter because in that blissful moment our faces proclaim that we have 
found all the joy in life we will ever need. And that joy comes every day. It makes itself known in house- 


holds and dormitories alike during breakfast, lunch, and dinner—many times in between. 

Somehow long waits in lines have become a ritual, commemorating something even more spiritual 
than religion itself. They have become an offering. So that we may experience that divine crinkle’s blessings 
firsthand. And each time before we partake of those blessings, we look down. Right above our belts we see 
parts of our outer-most human anatomy. 


Then comes a moment of pause followed by a moment to consider and finally a moment to readjust. 


Then we proceed to allow ourselves to be enticed by the prophetic call of a loudspeaker announcing the 








completion of a number two with extra roast beef, extra turkey, extra bacon, and extra ham. 





And before we have even finished our appetizer—a mere bag of barbecue-flavored chips ea 
ration for the last few inches of a foot-long, we feel a sudden pain, thicker than a bow] of sev 


fondue, and we realize that our appetizer has finished us. 
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One plus one is two, child, he said. One plus one is two, child. 
Look at the board as it determines your future, dear; 
Lift your head up even though they'll never come here. 


You're too deep in your culture and need not pronounce your T’s. 
Your mother’s gold will be sold for them to be pleased. 

Their share of your brain will be seized, 

But your skin will get lighter as America has AC's. 


Make sure every letter on that paper won't bring C’s, 

And you'll conquer the world with your youth, sharpness, and growing dreams. 
Show them, child, I said. Show them that the apple does not fall far from the tree, 
And the apple tree of your mother is filled with knowledge. 


Which you absorbed from the day your seed was planted 
Until now that youre fully fruited. 


You are a strong woman, scratch that, 

Black woman, scratch that: 

A strong human being, 

So look at the movements of my chalk as it is your ticket to proceed. 


Aji Fatou Sakho / Bajul, The Gambia 
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There is a field I go to unlike any you have seen: 
When the sun is rising, you are covered in its beam. ‘ 
It sits on the horizon, its colors stretched out far, bn. 
And when the night is coming, it descends, the giant star. Fe eee 
But something else is special there; something that I love: co 
There is where God speaks to me, the Father from above. 












I stumbled to the middle and then fell down to my knee, 















Understanding tripping me, why did it have to be? Bes 5 
My sorrowed heart clenched in my chest, my lungs gave not a breath; ere. 
[ put my face into the ground, but still did not beat His death. ee ESS 
Finally, I understood the wondrous mystery: Pane 
Jesus died upon the cross—He did it just for me. Bot a 
"God!" I cried, my voice was rough, "Why do it just for me? ! 
Why did He, that selfless man, take my place and set me free?" @ . 
In that moment, in my heart, I felt the answer true: be 
"Because [| love you, just for you." And from then I knew. Pes, 
When Jesus died upon the cross and took away my sin, See: 
He did it then because of love and He'd do it again. hh 
This perfect man I’ve come to know, co a 3 
Died many, many years ago; Mess 
He died for he and died for she, ? 


But in my heart, He died for me. 





i, LeeAnn Morrow / Tyler 














Velvet mind in eternal bloom: 
Thoughts escaping, 

Mute to explanation. 

Confusion is a chaos of colors: 
Black curtains veiled, 

Images emerge from my soul. 
Masked ravens fear the night, 
Fly in too many directions. 

The chaos is prevailing, blinding: 
Visions of uncontrolled violence 
Lost in insanity. 

Hands extending outward 

To sweep the soft velvet blooms. 
Lavender scents to calm, 
Remembering the passion: 

The heat — taboo of his touch— 
Brings me back to life. 

Feel something, anything, 

His flames thaw me out. 
Awakening once again, the velvet mind: 
Darkness chased, removed, 

_ Love me! | 
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There is nothing more refreshing than taking in that first breath of crisp, clean air ona 
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cold September morning in Becker, Minnesota. I vividly remember one chilling September 






morning particularly well because of how excited I was for my first homecoming game as a 






freshman. As it turned out, that was not the only memorable event I would experience on 






September 30, 2009. It seemed like any normal day for me as I woke up to get ready for school 






and happily packed my overnight bag for my friend’s house. I was oblivious to the fact that in 






less than twelve hours my life would begin the downward journey to anything but normal. As 






I sat in class that day, I did not realize my evening was not going to include my fun-filled, junk 






food-eating, four-wheeling sleepover like I had originally planned. That was the night I lost 






my stepfather forever—all because of his last selfish act. 







An hour before the incident happened, I had gone to the local doctor with my friend before 






we were going to head to her house for our sleepover. Her older sister dropped us off at the 






front entrance, and upon walking in the front door, I could immediately smell the variety of 






medicines swirling around the brightly lit room. I started to get a throbbing headache from 






all the overwhelming smells and decided to step outside to get a breath of fresh air while my 






friend accompanied the doctor for a follow-up. I sat outside peacefully on the hard wooden 






bench when I suddenly felt a fierce vibrating in my back pocket. I pulled out my pink Razr® 






phone to see my neighbor was calling me. I answered to a frantic sounding voice, and adren- 






aline started shooting through my veins while I tried to calm her down enough to understand 






what she was saying. She repeatedly asked me if I was okay, and just before I could tell her I 






was fine, I faintly heard the shrill sound of sirens in the background. My heart stopped, and 






everything around me became still and out of focus. Time suddenly seemed to be at a stand- 






still as I tried to make myself breathe. The only thing I could manage to mutter out of my 






trembling mouth was “Is Mom okay?” 






After losing the signal, the first thought that came to my scrambled brain was to call my 






mother. It had taken me several minutes to dial her number, and I just barely managed with 






my shaking fingers. As I pressed each button, my heart started beating faster and faster, mak- 






ing me more concerned for my mother’s safety. I clicked the call button and anxiously waited 






_ to hear her voice. Five rings passed, and she still had not answered. I was just about to give up 






ime the worst when I heard her crying voice call out my name. Immediately I asked if 






He yuld hear the distress in her voice. 




























My next thought was that something had happened to my precious beagle Daisy. I became 
+. more frantic when I asked if Daisy was hurt, and Mother took a long pause. She could no longer 
hold it back, and in one sentence, she was about to change my whole life forever whether I 


liked it or not. 


“Tt’s Matt! He’s dead!” She continued sobbing as I bolted into the doctor’s office to retrieve my 
friend. She hung up before I could ask any more questions. I waited outside as my friend called 
her sister to come pick us up. It was only about three-and-a-half minutes, but it felt like five 


years had passed by the time she came and got us. 








Finally, her sister pulled up at the front door in her old blue Camaro, completely clueless 
about the situation that was going on. She noticed my solemn face and inquired if I was okay as 
I asked her to drive me home. We were only two miles from my house, and my heart was about 
to burst out of my chest. My throat became raw from the silent crying I was doing in the back- 
seat, and my shirt quickly became stained with the salty tears streaming from my face. Pulling in 
to that neighborhood and seeing the ambulance at my house will continue to burn in my mind 
as I knew then I would never see Matt again. Before the Camaro had even stopped, | flung the 
door open and ran as fast as my wobbly legs would carry me over to my weeping mother. Sever- 
al police officers immediately held me back as I approached the house, stopping me from getting 
to her. When they were told who I was, they released me to my mom where the neighbors had 


gathered to console her. 












At that point I still did not know the extent of the situation, and I tried to ease the words out 
of my grief-stricken mother. She managed to choke out a few choppy sentences, and it took me 
awhile to comprehend what she was telling me. Finally, it all came together, and the words hit 
me harder than a cement truck. Matt hung himself in the garage. Those six words instantly 
made my body go completely numb, my mind was blank, and no words could come out. I stood 
there taking in what I had just heard as my friends and family rushed over to comfort me. When 
I could finally conjure up an emotion, a thought, a feeling, anything, it was almost—for a mo- 
ment—a slight sense of relief. Knowing I had my mom to myself brought me some glimmer of 


joy in the whole scarring scenario. 







Matt not only took his own life, but also he ended up taking a piece of my mom's with him. 
That chilling September afternoon I knew I had lost Matt forever. I regretfully did not under- oe 
stand at the time that I also lost a mother. He thought he was just ending all of his problem ‘ 


instead, he created a world of new ones for my newy widowed pomcy and for me. 
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Oh, Lords and Ladies, please gather around 
And hear a tale of great renown! 

The tale of our gracious creator traced back to our roots 
Who created this world for our tender pursuits. | 
As with all good myths of our world’s start, 3 i 






















I will begin as those before me did impart: 





In the beginning over this world’s burning form 
Peered two eyes of infinity born. Re Sign eae 
Joy filled the limitless dark depths, cin 

For our creator had found the perfect place for our rest. a. 
With innocent hands the creator this world formed; 
With gentle breath our world was born. 

With careful scrutiny our maker arranged the land, Fain is |e 
Putting it together then taking it apart again. ks “he ic 
A scoop of the hand dug out the oceans; ee. tak 
With a meandering finger, the rivers were fashioned. a ia , 
With a frown our maker surveyed the work bai “e x 
And saw that it was made only of dirt. 7 . Pe 
With giggling glee the creator found 7  . 
Things in pockets to place on the ground: ) 
Great mountains were formed with colorful, sugary treats, 

The grass and flowers form the sprinkles of her morning sweets. 
With a wrinkled nose, from an uneaten mid-day feed 

Emerged nasty things that became our trees. 

From our creator's pockets the wild things came, colorful and sticky, 
Till with a tender touch they became real things. 

They leapt and bounded in carefree style, 

Bringing tears of joy with the creator’s smile. 

The oceans filled and the rivers flowed, 

And with these tears came the world we know. 

It is here our creator loving placed 
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The first man and his lady wife with happy grace. we H F 
With great awe they watched as she did depart a 4 ; 






With happy knowledge of their new start. 
The man turned to his wife and said with a erin, 
“Her mom will be mad that she has lost us again.” 






Lincoln Clayton / Van 
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I am not perfect, 
But I exist. 

I was formed on this beach by you, 
This asymmetric circle in the sand. 
You created me— 

I don't know the reason. I don't know why, 
But I am here 
If only for a moment. 

I held you in my ecliptic embrace 
As you made me whole. 

You are the center of my universe 
In this perfect place. 

I have many flaws, 

But the sun shines on me 
As the tide rises. 

My time will soon be over, 

But I am grateful 
For my point in time. 

As my distorted form is separated in the wake, 
The abyss welcomes me home 


Venoyd McCalister / Jacksonville 
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It comes like waves, 
Like a hot air balloon that never stops going up. 
The perfect circle, 
Brand-new and in the moment, 
Never old. 
It’s weird: 
Everything you want to create; 
Everything worth changing, 
Driven to no end, 
A spinning color wheel, 
Transparent. 
What am I? 
| 
Am 


Music. i 4 | 
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Judy Sawyer / Winona/ Digital Photograph 








Cie ee! 


You pretend to not see him: 
Denial always comes before acceptance, and unfortunately, 
He is the latest reference. 













Tam an Angel, just disguised, 

But little do you know he is the Devil in his own eyes: 
I come not to bring you pain but joy that seemed to be non-existent until today. Zz 
Throw your morals away and listen to me, he says. F 
Iam your friend—don'’t you believe me? 


He does not show up with burning flames but a mask of your heart’s desire, 
Luring you to oblivion, the anchor to a sinking ship, 4 
Sneaks in with an impression of affection, a cry of love and friendship. = ‘ 


Was this why you were born— er 
To fall into the Devil’s mischiefs and involuntarily bow to his every call, 2 
Flow towards every nook of his wish, oa 
Creating a battle between you and your creator? pee : 
A crumb of weakness Allah accepts, showing you he is your maker. 


He is always looking for you: 

Once again claiming to miss you, 

Glides with the audacity of bliss 

While your scars still remain from his mess, 
And your sorrow still kindled from his existence. 









We both know to every kind, there is a good kind, 
And I’m sure-he had a good side before his bad side— 
Remember? 

Before he chose the revolving pattern of his kind. 







We both know the habit of a predator is to capture its prey, 
_ But just because the lion caught the deer 
Doesn't mean he’s captured his meal for the day 
























You've lived another day to conquer the Demon’s actions 
And grown another spirit to bring his spirit down. 
Listen not the waswaasu. 

As mother always said, keep your head up, 

For the Devil’s shoes are always filled up 


With ruins too contaminated to breathe, 

But the worst you can do is carry a barrel of faith and rain it on his parade 
Because he should not be allowed to smirk another day, 

And let’s hope the salt water will drown him in a well. 

And! 

Do not listen to the Whisperer, he’s hell. 


eat “~ Aji Fatou Sakho / Bajul, The Gambia 






It's music: 

Most the time we don't hear it. 

Most the time we're too wrapped up in our daily chaos 
To notice it. 







But life, 

It's a roaring symphony _ 

That doesn't beg to be heard but is admired 
By those who take the time to hear. - 








Our lives, events we experience, everything that is us 
Is a passionate outcry 

Of joy 

And pain 

That rises and falls and swells to crescendos 

Whose echo outdoes the beauty 

Of the cosmos. 
















We experience. 

We release a note and watch and wait 
To be told 

That this note is or is not 

Acceptable. 

And we can listen to our conductors, 
Or we can refuse change, 

Stunting growth. 


Such growth refines character; 
Minute details make up us, 
And every note can be heard by someone. 


We harmonize. 

We join and are joined by 
Musicians 

Whose sound is 
Different 

From our own. 


And tying and weaving and changing together, 
These strings of harmonious splendor 
Become us 

And part of us. 

And what we are 

And where we are 

Is grown into something 

Lovely. 


This life, 

This symphony, 

This growing outcry is 

Made beautiful by 

Our eye, 

For order in the chaos, 

For love that lives through affliction, 
For joy enhanced by pain. 


So our majors and minors combine into this song 
Laid down on this sheet, 

Folded into this airplane, 

And tossed at the mercy of time 

To play it out. 


And we rise and fall and swell to crescendos 
Whose echo outdoes the beauty 
Of the cosmos. 


Hannah Perry/Tyler o oe 














Nothing is quiet: 

The sound is everywhere. 
What is there to escape from? 
The silence is killing. 

What's hiding? 

Seereisy - 
The past? 
Light? 
Are you walking now towards the light? 
The light is loud; 
The dark is much louder. 
The unknowns are screaming all day. 
This won't last long— 
Soon you'll see everything. 


Emily Anne Adams / Grand Saline 
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You are scattered in between every star, lost 
Among the precious lost and loved, 
Carried in the crease of my hand. 

I'll keep you hidden there, safe 

With all those paper-thin 

Broken wings. 


Jeri Hubbard / Teaselville 


Dandelion dreams— 
One wish is all you will need 
To set your soul free. 


Jamie Valentine / Tyler 














Past a Point of Mo Return 


There is a constant burn, 

Past a point of no return: 

The intensive silence, 

No noise but the sound 

Of tear drops on the ground. 
The heartache of the pain 

Like hot lava pouring all around, 
Requesting the pleasure of rain, 
But to no avail she’s stuck 

In a constant burn, 

Past the point of no return. 


Many voices from her present and past: 
The scorning and torture, 
The amounts so vast. 
She tries her best to run and hide, 
But she can’t escape her hell-bound ride. 
She sees the fire and knows 
The place that shows 
Her eternal path 
Of a fire-made bath, 
Suffering a constant burn, 
Past a point of no return. 








With her life full of sin, 

She could never win; 
Therefore eternity shall begin 
With a world of pain 

And nothing but shame. 
A horrible fate 

That she shall await 

In a constant burn, 

Past a point of no return. 


When she lives her life full of resistance, 
He shall be waiting in the distance 

To show her how. 

His love so great. 

But she won't allow 

The greatness of faith. 

For Him she should have fought; 

He could have saved her and won. 

He was the only way, 

The only one, 

But she rejected Him 

For a life of sin. — 

She’s out of time, so it’s too late— 

She’s sealed her fate, 

And now she’s stuck in a constant burn, 
Past a point of no return. 


Christine Anderson / Houston 





























Green Gaze 


Rebecca Brown / Jacksonville / Digital Photograph 



































_ Sayra Espinosa / Tyler / Digital Photograph and Picmonkey and Photoshop 
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Ashton Pedroza / L 




















This year’s Bell Tower Arts Journal is dedicated to Nancy Griffin. Nancy began her teaching career at 
TJC about ten years ago after many years of teaching at the public school level. In her brief time 
here, she had a tremendous impact on her students and her colleagues! She was a dedicated teach- 
er/professor who spent long hours tutoring and advising her students. She always exhibited tremen- 
dous patience and went above and beyond to break down the many concepts of economics so that 
her students could grasp them. She left this earth too soon on November 20, 2016, and is missed by 


all who knew her. Both students and coworkers will miss her humor, her generosity, her unflagging 
suppor -and positive spirit! 











